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Bend Over 


He knew he'd been bad. The look that Junior had given him when the cameras had stopped rolling had said it all. 
He was in deep shit. 


What did his bass player expect? Him to be all sweetness and light? They were known around the area for 
their snarling, spitting speed metal. Was he going to suddenly change just because they'd landed their first TV 


interview? Hell no! He was going to give as good as he normally got and then some. 


Darkness had fallen over the city a long time ago. Heck, the sun had been setting as they'd been going in to the 
studio. After a few hours of sitting around, having their hair and make up done and getting hammered on 
booze, they'd been called to sit on the set. In the space of five minutes he'd insulted the host, the crew, the 
tiny public station, and the majority of their fans. They were, he knew, in Junior's eyes, going to crash and 


burn before they'd even taken off. 
Fuck ‘em. 


The sandy haired bassist had stormed off ahead of him, managing to put at least block between them before 
he'd even left the studio. Not that Dave cared. He'd walk home if he had to. Because he knew Junior was 


making for the car. 


It was parked down a dark back alley, well away from the prying eyes of anyone who wanted to give them a 
ticket. Parking was prohibitively expensive in the area and the tiny station had no parking lot of its own. Well, it 
did, but all the spots had already been assigned. So they'd found the alley and pulled up there. 


In the glow of the streetlights he could see Junior, hips swinging, arms pumping, hair swaying down his back. 

Yep, that was his pissed off walk, the one Dave got to see at least once a week. Actually, it had been more like 
once a day recently, Dave's motor mouth getting him into deeper and deeper holes. Unfortunately, the hole he 
wanted to get lost in was currently off limits, Junior having cut him off the week before thanks to something 


he'd said to a magazine. 

Fuck him. 

Striding across the street, he turned up the alley. Much to his surprise, the car was still parked at the far 
end, hidden in the shadows. And, leaning against it, was the unmistakable shadow of his boyfriend. Huffing, he 
put his head down and made his way through the discarded cans and puddles of piss. 


"Don't even think of getting in the car, Mustaine." 


That was it. That was all he needed. Swinging around, he glared at Junior, the light from the street just 


reaching his angry eyes. 

"Why the fuck not?!" 

"cause you gotta learn that you don't go pissing people off. Over the hood" 

"Excuse me?" 

"You heard me, Dave. Hands against the hood, head down. l'm gonna teach you a lesson." 

Something red hot and raw flashed through Dave and suddenly he didn't want to fight any more. Placing his 
hands against the hood of their rust bucket car, he let his head hang. For a moment, nothing happened. Then 
hands reached around him and worked at his jeans. He let out a low hiss, hands balling against the metal of the 
hood. 


"Whatcha doin’, Junior?" 


"Just like | said, I'm going to teach you a lesson. You know, like you sometimes teach me." The younger man 


chuckled softly. 


A knot clenched in his stomach and Dave felt the rawness race through him. Now he knew what was coming 


and his anger was suddenly changing to excitement. His jeans were pulled down and settled around his thighs 


while his tshirt was pushed in to the small of his back As usual, he wasn't wearing any shorts and the whole 
movement turned him on. A shiver ran along his spine at the sudden exposure of his skin He was aware of his 
nudity, aware that people were passing by just a few feet from them. And Junior was going to spank him. 
Already he felt the tingle in the base of his cock, something he never thought would happen from what was 


about to occur. 

"Do your worst," he hissed. 

‘Oh, don't worry, Dave. I'm going to do far more than my worst" 

That he didn't like and the feeling of excitement was replaced with a knot of stone cold dread. 
"Junior?" 

A hand was clamped into the small of his back, pressing him down to the cool metal of the car. "Yeah?" 
"Please don't hurt me." 

"Fuck me! Did you just say please?!" 

"Yeah. Yeah, | did," he said softly, the worry knotting in his stomach. 

‘In reply to your question, I'm not going to warrant it with a reply." 

"Junior, please." 


The hand just tightened around his back and Dave felt himself take a deep breath. He felt exposed, the cool air 
tickling over his bared ass. The position he was being asked to hold was uncomfortable, his stomach and cock 
trapped against the metal. There was nothing to grip onto, nothing to buck against. It was going to be painful 
whether he liked it or not. 


The first swat landed flat against his buttocks. It stung, making him hiss and press himself against the car. 
Another followed, hard, openhanded slaps against his skin that sent flares of pain snapping through. His legs 
twitched with each one, his back tightening before relaxing. Muted hisses came from behind his gritted teeth. 
Yet, behind the pain was a delicious warmth. One which went straight through him and to his groin. Against the 
hood of the car, he could feel his cock trying to twitch. The ache of having his cock trapped was almost as 
rice as the pain. A wonderful head space began to fall over him, one where he felt as though he were floating, 


the erotic nature of the moment carrying him there. 


They began to come harder and faster, each smack hitting the same spot across his ass. He could feel it 
growing red, could feel the heat intensifying. Suddenly it went from being nice to extremely painful. Squirming 
against the car, Dave howled, his voice lost to the traffic beyond the alley. Each crack against his skin sent a 
flash of agony through him. When he kicked his legs, Junior just leaned against them. When he flailed his hands, 


Junior caught them in his free one and twisted them behind his back. He was completely and utterly immobile, 
his voice growing louder with each hard swat. 


"Junior, please!" he begged. "Please stop!" 


Dave's pleas fell on deaf ears. Behind him he felt the younger man pull his hand back only for it to swing 
against the crease where his thighs met his ass. It was a new spot and should have felt delightful. Instead it 
only added to the pain He tried to wriggle, tried to move, but Junior just leaned heavily against him. 


Resting his forehead against the car, Dave stifled the sobs which were coming. His throat felt gluey, his nose 
was blocked, and tears were silently sliding down his cheeks. The muscles of his arms and legs ached, his feet 
shuffling and jerking with each bruising slap. His ass felt as though it was on fire. Beneath him, the car 
squeaked and the metal creaked as his ass was thrashed. All he could do was lie against the car, shoulders 
shuddering as he took his punishment. He deserved it for what he'd done. Deserved it for pissing everyone off. 
Deserved for upsetting the one person who was actually willing to give him the time of day. 


Another slap caught his lower back and Dave howled, rearing up from the car, feet kicking against the weight 
of his boyfriend. The tears streamed down his cheeks, the barriers he'd so carefully built between his 
emotions and the world breaking. It had been years since he'd cried, years since he'd felt anything other than 
anger and lust. The waves of emotion which crashed over him were completely alien, and oddly relieving. It was 


a relief to let it all out, to release the years of pent up stress and pain. 


He choked and coughed. "Junior!" 


But his cries were ignored, the bass player switching hands and continuing his assault. Dave listened to himself 
sob and beg, his hands clawing at the car as his body was slammed against it. He wanted to be free, wanted 
the pain to stop. Yet it just kept on coming, round after round of stinging slaps. Dave could feel bruises rising, 
his skin raw. 


And then it stopped. Nothing but the sound of his crying filled the alley. The weight on his back lifted and Dave 
slumped against the car, his body rising and falling with deep, shaking sobs. Hands looped under his arms and 
lifted him. Collapsing against the younger man, Dave wrapped his arms around Junior's neck and howled. He 
didn't care about his jeans, didn't care that his reddened ass was still on show. All he cared about was that 
the thrashing had stopped. A raw pain still ebbed through him, only adding to his tears. 


Junior held him close, a hand rubbing small, soothing circles in his back. "It's okay, baby. Its okay. | still love 
you." 


"But why?!" he howled. "Why?!" 
"Because | had to. | didn't want to, but | needed to. You need to learn to control that mouth of yours, sweetie." 


"No! 


"Yes." 


Junior's hand crept lower and rubbed his aching buttocks. Small, tender touches which slowly began to do 
something to Dave. Kisses were pressed to his cheek, Junior's fingers working some strange magic over his 
beaten skin while his free hand wiped away the tears which streaked Dave's face. His sobs slowly turned to 
hiccuping coughs before melting into tiny moans. Arching his back, he pushed his ass against Junior's hand, his 


mouth eagerly seeking the younger man's. 
"See?" Junior murmured. "Can feel good as well" 


Dave whimpered, his knees buckling as Junior's finger whispered between his cheeks and tickled his puckered 
hole. It was there for the barest of moments before moving to his other buttock and resuming the gentle 
rubbing. Dave felt his cock begin to react, twitching and throbbing, the knot growing in his groin. He didn't know 
how to react, didn't know if he should be feeling such things. Yet Junior kept up the gentle stroking, slowly 
easing the pain away. 


"Want to get in the car?" 


Dazed, he nodded and allowed Junior to lead him to the back seat. The younger man shuffled in and shut the 
door before unzipping his own too-tight jeans. His boyfriend was just as aroused, lifting his hips and groaning as 
he freed his erection. 


"Straddle my lap and keep your ass raised a little." 


Doing as he was told, Dave rested his head against Junior's shoulder. He felt guilty for feeling aroused. He'd 
been punished and, by rights, he should still he lying over the car howling and sobbing and begging for the pain 
to stop. Instead he was in his boyfriend's lap, feeling painfully turned on and wanting relief not just from his 


erection, but from the odd, fuzzy warmth which tickled over his buttocks. 


Junior cupped his ass once more, his hand as soft as a feather. Dave purred at the strange sensations, his 
aching body beginning to relax. There were so many different emotions, all accompanied by an odd feeling of 
safety and euphoria. 


His lover's free hand wrapped around both of their cocks and pressed them together. Pre-come made them 
slick, Junior's rough, talented fingers eliciting a cacophony of mewls and growls. Dave rocked his hips, the ball 
of pleasure threatening to burst. Teasingly he spread his legs and wriggled Junior's fingers between his 
buttocks. He felt the younger man smile against his cheek. 


"Want me to finger you?" 


The power of speech seemed to have disappeared and all he could do was nod. A thick finger began to rub 


over his sensitive flesh, making him shiver and gasp. Pressing down on it, he silently pleaded to feel it enter 


him. Instead Junior just continued to rub gentle circles round it, electrifying his flesh and making his knees 


weak 
‘Its not strange to feel aroused," his boyfriend whispered. "It releases all those cool feel good chemicals.’ 


Carefully the finger breached him and he let out a low gasp. Slumping against the bass player, he stopped 
moving and waited. Junior kept up his stroking, their trapped erections driving him slowly crazy. The invading 
finger pressed deeper, his senses on complete overload. Come or cry? Beg or threaten? A million conflicting 


thoughts raced through him, all wanting his attention. 


Beneath him Junior also stilled, his lips whispering over Dave's cheeks, his voice barely a gasp. "We'll do it again 


one day. Purely for pleasure. It won't hurt as much." 


Junior began to move his finger and hand in unison and Dave bucked, body suddenly alive again. He jerked and 


grunted, rocking on his knees as he pushed himself closer to the edge. 
"You can come, Dave. There's no shame now. No need to cry or bed. Just enjoy this space." 


Gentle kisses touched the corner of his mouth, Junior's hand sweeping up and down them. Dave could feel his 
lover's cock throbbing against his own, his own movements only adding to the pleasure. The hand on his ass 


continued its gentle stroking, the fire dying to low ebb. 


‘I'm gonna put your over my knee next time," the younger man purred. "Pull down your jeans again and make 


you come all over my lap." 


That was all he needed to hear. Gripping the back of the seat, Dave buried his mouth against the blonde's 
shoulder and came. Stars burst behind his eyes as the powerful orgasm swept over him. He felt Junior join 


him, his lover growling and shifting as their thick, warm seed mingled. 

Slowly he came down from the high and relaxed against his lover. Junior's hand was still against his ass, 
squeezing it ever so gently. He didn't want to move, didn't want to go anywhere. Just wanted to sit and enjoy 
the moment. 


A kiss was pressed to his cheek and Junior's free arm wrapped tightly around his waist. "Love you." 


Smiling, Dave moved his head and looked at the younger man. His voice was barely a croak. "Love you, too. 


Thank you, baby." 


